
Tt Ts Written: "Bv Their Fruits Shall Ye Know Ihem
AFavorite Pianist in Khaki
PERCY GRAINGER. granted a ilx

months' furlough from his duties as

oboe player in the 15th Coast Artil¬
lery Band.six months in which to make a

concert tour of the country for the benefit
of tho National Red Cross.li being heard
and aeen again in New York; and his

many admirers are experlencing the iame

warm thrill is heretofore.in epite of the

Percy Graingef
O I'uflerwood a c

khsJd and the abaenco of picturesqua,
tawny locks. Which may or may not

prove something about clothes and the
artist

Mr. Grainger wns born In Melbourne,
Austraha. thirty-four years ago, inherit-
ing from his mother his musical inclina-
tlona. He began to play at five; studied
music with his mother till he was ten;
was edueated at Krankfort-on-the-Maln;
came to London at seventeen, and since
hai given concerts, as many as a hundred
and fifty a year. in Great Britain, Hol¬
land, Beaadinavia, Russia, Austria. Ger¬
many, Swteorland, South Afriea, Austra-
lia and New Zea'.and He has received
scvera! royal commands, and performed
before fourteer. royalties. He is a keen
etudent ef Scandinavian, old Icelandic,
Dutch and POlyaeaian languages and an

eager collector of the folksongs and sea

chantcys of these peoples.
Asked why he gave up the eoncerta

that brought in as much as $1,200 each
for the |M a month he receives for play¬
ing the oboe in the Fort Totten band, Mr.
Grainger said lart Jur.e, in reply to an

interview:
"Well.I should aay because-" and he

bemmed a bit and then hawed a moment
more, evtdently plcklng for words that wo_!a
not lavor of the preclous or the grandiose;
simple words for the wholly ilmple thought
in his mind "Thia country has done ao

much for my mothfli-.and for ma." he began
again. "My mother has never been «o happy,
no well. an flhe has been flince we came here
to live. Perhaps I could help here best, I

thought, lf I gave of any gift for music I

may have. My mother.I my mother hns

been made happy here. 1 «m very grateful
to thl» country."

Marshal Conrad von

Hoetzendorf
A'I'STRIA has undoubtedly used up

more- military reputations during
the war than any other country. Several
.rchdukes have tried their hand at lead¬

ing the Austrian forces to victory, but one

after the other they were rc'i.-cd with a

single exception; and n pretty long list of

other general--, conspic.ous in the wnr

hulletins of the first two yaan of the war,

are now acarcely remembered. by news¬

paper readers. Only one Austrian name

has stood forth sinco the beginning of

hostilities, apparently without any loai of
prcstige.that of Marsha. Conrad von

Hoetzendorf, now commancer in chief on

the Italian front. He was chief of the
Atntrlan General Staff ln Vienna befo'e
the war broke out, and even then, it ll
aaid. the German General Staff considered
him the forcmost soldier of Europe. Such
ls <le report given of him by the w-11
known English war correspondent, Ash-
mead-Bartlett, in "The Strand Magazlne.'*
The English newspaper man writes ln-

tflrestingly of an interview that he had
with Hoetzendorf two years befors thfl
.war began. He aays:
"On May 8, 1912, I flongbt an Interviaw

Arith thls dlstlnguished man and found my
request granted without delay. Attached to
th* General Staff was a Foreign Bureau
which dealt with all such applicatlons, under
an offleer who spoke English perfectly and
whose mother wa», I believe, of Engll.h na-

tionality. He pressed upon me the desira-
bility of rubbing Into the Field Marahal the
extremely high opinion I had formed o? the
fighting eaparilities of the Serbian ioldler
and of the skill of his chiefa.
"Conrad von Hoetzendorf 1« a dellp-htful,

conrtly old pentleman to meet, and ls one of
the most remarkable men ln appearance I
l.ave ever «ern. He is of flhort stature. ex¬

tremely thin, and his face resembles a cros»

between von Moltke's and Henry Irving-fl.
He has dflflp-Bflt, penetrating eyes, and his
face ls furrowed with countle.j lines, the
whole being surmonnted by a shock of long,
wavy, dark brown hair.
"He made me describe to him ln great de-

tail the recent campaign of 1912. and asked
me innumerable poir.ted questions of detail
cn the equipment, fighting capacity, organi¬
zation and habits of the Serbian, Tflrkiflfa
and Bulgarian troops. He seemed greatly
surprised at the high praise 1 beatOWfld on

them. and made me repeat several incidents
of the battle of Ltile Burgas, so that hc

might cross-question me agaia He then
turned to the Serbian commanders and a?ked
me rny opi-iion of each. He had evidently
formed a high opinion of Mar«ha! Putnik.
He then put this curious que<-tion to mei

'We have always estimated that four corps
would be Bufficient to look after Serbia ir.

the event of war. How many do you con-

sider would be required?'
"This question took me by gurpri.-e, but I

replied: 'I do not think you would have any
chance of Invadmg the country guccessfully
without the employment of at least e;ght
corps with fltrong reserves. The Serbian
army, if necessary, will not he.ltate to aban-
don Belgrade and will retire Into the interior,
where communications are difficult for a

modern army. At guerilla warfare end at-

tacking lines of communication they are su¬

preme, as the men can live on bread alone
and require small transport.'

"The marshal looked up, somewhat flur-

prlsed, heiltatid for a mommt, and then re¬

plied: 'Perhaps you are right; it doei not do

to underestimate one's enemies.' Then he

rose from his chair. waiked toward the bay-
window, looked out Into the street for a few

sreonds, and then, turning to me once again,
he said ln a voice of extreme bitterness:

" 'Twice in the last two years 1 have pre-
leand the Austrian armies for an attack on

Serbia. Twice my plans have been frus-

jlrated by the politicians, but the Issue ii

inevitable, and eannot be delayed much
longer.'
"He then bade me farewell, laying I could

be attaehed to the Auitrien armies in the
. vent of war. I thanked him and retired.
"Before very long the marshal'B propheey

came true. But not In the manner he antiei-
pated. True, Austrian armies, with German

nnd Bulgarian assistance, finally broke down
.he heroic resistance of the Serbians, but ln
what a position of misery, itarvation, hank-
ruptcy and disaster does Austria find herself
to-day!"

I
Outshining the Sultan
.*NYER PACHA is without doubt tho
-* most conspicuous and most important
ian in Turkey to-day.by far more pow-

ferful than the obeae and inert Sultan. "He
is the aole outatanding figure that Turkey
has produced in the war," savs another
writer in "The Strand Magazine," Ash-
moad-Bartlett, tho famous English war

correspondent, "and to-day he Is more pow-
erful than ever, ruling his unhappy coun¬

try. with Prussian assistance, with an iron

hand.'1
Ashmead-Bartlett consideri Enver a

very great man, stating:
"I ipent two wayi wlth him at Adrlanople

in Oetober, 1913. I found Kiver Installe.i as

governor of the town, and in fact, If not ln
t ame, commander In chief of the Turkish
ntmles. Ile sent for me on my arrival.
Enver I*1 short, well set-up, has a line head,
;.nd a bristling black mu.tache turned up
lika the All Hii-hcst's. His jaw is rxtremely
sc.uaro and firm. and when bl talks the flxed
txpnuioa on his face never change:.. Kx-
treme calmness seems to be his leading rhar-
actrri.stic. Nl one can doubt thi __MBtleei
courago of tho man. Time and time again
i.nder the old rejrlme he risked his life. and
onTy a few weeks beforo he narrowly escnped
irath in the shooting match at the Korcign
offlce. when he himself shot Nazim Pacha,

and his A. D. 0, dead and narrowly escaped
being shot across the table himself.
"On my entering his oflicial room he at

once told me clearly and di-tinctly his views

,.n tho pn.itlee m which his country found
itself. r have this record of what he said:

'[ eaa bardly boliovi the evidence of my own

;it QndiOg myelf back in Adrlanople
Uho could mi have thought, after the

rvents ..f the nutumn of 1012. that the Turk-
,. h anaiei woald recover the whole of Thrace
within a year'."
"He then told me clearly that he would

prefer aeeing Turkey allied with Kngland
rather than with (Jermany. He complained
litterly of the attitude of our Foreign OtAct
toward his country, of how we had held out

no helping hand in her hour of need, whonai
thi Kuisrr hnd used all his influence to keep
the Belgariaai out of Constantinople. 'Kng-
laad,' bi wont ea, 1»i mr be.-n aer frlaad
in the pait, but now her every action seenn

but thmly to VOil hostility toward us.' 1

asked Knver if tho Turks would bn rontent

wlth their new frontier. tho line of the Ma-

ritza, or whether he was in favor of a fresh

campftij-n to recover more of the lost. terri¬
tory to thc west of that river. Hc replied
that he himself was in favor of a further

.dvance, but tho army was ill-preparcd and

ril-equipped for such an enterpn.e. He

ThejSort of I
DISAPPOINTMEN'T over the calibre

of war literature has frequently
been expressed. .Many, observes

"Collier's," aeem to expect "an artistic ex-

pression in proportion to the colossa! scale
of the eonflict itself." The reproach heaped
upon men of letters in thls connection is
thus commented upon in the magazine just
quoted:

"In rebuttal lt is argued that the writers
are otherwlse engaged: they are ln the
trenehes, or in munition factories, or runnlr.g
publicity bureaus. Or it ls pointed out that
the result in fluch poetry as that of Brooke,
of Masefieid, of Seeger, is, after all, very con-

eiderable; that such flction as "Mr. Britllng**
would be notable ln any period.

"If we were to attempt to rank the literary
product of the war so far, we should be ln-

.iterature That
ellned to «ay that the highest point of ex-

presslon ha« been reached, ror in hookfl, l"it
in such phrascs as the EngMsh have eotnfld
durirg the long period of preparation: 'Do
your bit,' 'CfllTJI i.n.' 'See 11 *.' roogh'i or

the French in the great resistance: "Wfltl
get them.' 'They shall not pass' In such
BMIfl frag-BflBtfl are summed up the will and
the lifliflfl of a whole people. N'ext woull
rome a handful of vorses and single lines by
the men who have given themselves BBd have
found a moment between training camp and
shell erater to utter the spirit that moved
them. Next, the books of the non-comba-
tants that express the travall of soul ln the
iittempt at adjustment to awful and unpar-
alleled conditions. And last, the flBBfla of
direct reportlng from the battle field. often
vivid and stirring, though of neces.sity with¬
out the perspective of great llterature.
"But it is a mistake to look for great liter-

War Produces
ature ln the mldst of great crlses. Poetry.
sald Wordswor'h, Is 'emotlon recolleeted In
tranquiil ty.' nv,\ hr h;m3elf succee.Jed. not
wlth 'Ver_os Written on the Top of nel-
vellyn in a Tkunderstorm,' but in 'Lines
Composed a Kew Miles Above Tintern Abbey
or. Revilltiag tho Banks of the Wye' after
five years. We have the emotion row, enough
and to spare; the great books of the war wi'l
como -if they come at all -when the world
has regair.ed tranquilhty."

A number of second class compartments
without seats are now used in Paris, ac¬

cording to the 1016 report of the Metro¬
politan, the Paris Undergrourd Railway.
These are provided for the special con-

venience of passengers with hulky parcels.
.The Electric Railway Journal.

r-egged of me to let the truth be known ln

I'ngland of the horribl- outrages romm.tted

hv thc Balgariaas dariag their Bceapation of

Md retreat from Thrare. 'Vou will see for

yeiirself how the Ottoman population has

.Uffertd. Whole districts hav. heen turned
,,-., ¦ wilderness and the WOBBflfl and chil-

dlflfl massacred or carried away.'
.'He then aummoned his A. I>. &, a young

Sudane.se called Hasflan, and onlered him to

take his car and motor me through the ruined

districts. His complalnts were only too true.

Everywhere one saw fligns of thc barbanty
of the Bulgarlans. I visited do/.ens of ruined
villages and spoke with the few sur.ivor*
The country was almost swept hare. This
Wflfl in the autumn of 1913. Misfortunes
make strange bedfellows. The Turks and
their late flppfflflflO-l are now fighting side
|,v side Bl half a BOSflfl stricken battlefr-j-nt.'.
The enmities of the past have been laid aside,
at any rat.? for the moment. and thfl man who

ll thaa four fflfllfl "Kr> complained tfl me

Witfa B sob in his voicfl flf the horrors laflictfld
on his countrymen has been responsihle for

the murder and rapine of neariy a million

Armenian*. Who flrill ever attempt to settle

the problems of the Near East?"

T

The Real Kerensky
"... him, like a fimt love,
Tho Runtian heart uill not fonjct."
HE following sketeh, written by "One
Who Knows Him," appeared in "Thc

London Daily Mail":
The sccne is in Petrograd on a piercingly

cold day ln a Mareh some three weeks after
th» rcvolution.
My slelgh draws up before the Ministry of

Justice, and in a minute I am passed up the

officiai staircase, where so short a time before
refgned all rigid ceremonial of the ancient

regime, Into an ante-chamber filled wlth a

cro'wd of aoldlers, sailors. legal functionaries,
students, Bchoolglrlfl, workmen and peasanta,
all waiting patiently like one of the bread

queues ln the Llteinaya or the Nevsky. I push
my way through the throng to a tired and
nvich harasfled secretary.
"You wish to «ee M. Kerensky? Quite im¬

possible to-dny. You must como to-morrow."
I explain that I am invited to luncheon.
"M. Kerensky has gone to the Duma to the
Workmer.'s Conncil. I have no Idea when he
will be back. In these days, you know"
He shnigged his ehoulders. Then almost

before I had time to allow the disappointment
to show iticlf on my face the crowd behind
me suddenly surped forward. "Stand back!"
Two rather nervous and very young adjutants
In uniform. Half a dozen qulck. energetle
strides, and M Kerensky is beside me. His
face has an almost deathly pallor, his eyes
are tired with ar. expression of lnfinlte suf-
fering. br.t tha nouth is firm as rock, and the
hair, cropped clo«e and worn en bro^e, glTBI
some ourward idea of that wonderful enemv

.rhich is the peculiar gift cf the h?ro of the

Rnfflian Pevolution. And his energy !l iadflfld
of the miracu'.euj. I am told to wai. while,
one by one, the crowd of petitioners ll re-

eeiV4*rd, eOBBBflllfld. refused, rewarded, ar.d Bflflt
on its way with a speed that comes orly to
tho man -vho hr.rj to seo as many people in a

day as there are minutes.
At luncheon, the most simple of meals, he¬

's dfli about thirty RBsaiaaa of all sorts and
tiona thfllfl are also present the three

French .Socialists, Monte., Lafont and Caehan.
In spite of the government prohibition thfllfl
is wine on thc table, but the ho.*.t i

is on stri-t diet and touches nothing stronger
thflfl milk. His talk is of the most brilliant

ptioa. All the enthusiasm of youth is
there. And indeed he hardly looks his thirty-
six years. On his right hand there is a BTBBt,
brawnj-armed sailor from the S'ailors' Cofla-
mittee of the Baltic fleet, ami every t.m M.

Kerensky refers to his favorite theme of "be¬
lief in the common sen.se of the R
people" he points to the sailor as if to illus-
trate his argument. He turns to me arith a

smile: "How would Lloyd George like it lf a

Kussian were to come to him to teil him how
to manage the English people? Believe me,
we may not know much, but we do know our

own people." nis enthusiasm la lnfeetlo-a^
his prido in the revolution unboinded "W'a
are orly doing what fee bevi <!or .entor.ee

ar.' t ry r g '0 il II '"' " II ttttM*
eet the Beaeleee nnd the Gronv

Xo-<! mg lawyOf bai changed »._e
worklngmaa'i jncket he affected dur-.ng 'nota
i.rly days for the uniform. His ideas, i.e,
bavi ehanged wlth thi foice of lireaawtaatn,
His faith in tho common sense of the R;:«»'_a
peepll bai b»en M nnly shaken, and the rntn
who abo'ixhcd capi'al punishmer.t bei
f< reed to reeten lt. But his ideai« r». .'»
tl.e sam». The7 have \,< >\. t

abandoned.
"People cal) mi a mad idoalist, but tl ... '

God f'.r thi Ideallltl in thrs world." f
iplte af nll h.s energy, Alesaader -'eo.ior.-
vitrh * Fnm th" day
wher, he left the f'lpve-.i'.y of Petrograd te
enter upon bii legal career he ha* r.evr or.e»

pn* bii mat< fore hia p<
beliefa, Bi mlghl bavi rgi forteai

bo pnforri
hia tim< ng I;

tl* aennd priionen in the famoai r

cal trial which _t_.ir.-d thi record* |
Reniaa trib . »

go*pd Ii thi gi pei ef laferfagi ar.d in >¦ l
hii ihort aad aei n lifa bi baa never iprvel
himaalf. "Nothing

worth dying for." "Groet deaths b **-t
gre.it ,-y, Idnti " "' .' 'WW*
mend gml datim.N And thee the peeeteeolg
rebnka :"'.¦¦..
fared for .. lilenco, who (¦;..

af the b .'-ed old
rtgime, v.ho bave ihot down vour ow:.

I demanded, nov, w »n

ye.i bavi won towt liberty now, you Mtaet
hold out . little longer! Is, then, the ! te,

Statl of Russia nothir.g but a baid of .

volted slaves?"
These are some of the frarments taken *

random from his great speeches before
Ru.sian offensive. It is hi* own gospel, t _,

comblr.ed wlth his wonderful powers of
oratory, it is the chief secret of his iucc< ,1.

I have heard practically all the great R s-

slan orator* of to-day, but not even M Ma', _.

koff. the great ('adet barrister, ean sway li
audience as M. Kerensky dominatei bia Iha
effect ;s magieal even on a forelgner, but cn a

Russian in thii hour of crisis it ls all-ei-a.
pelling. That har.*h whisper, the pale whita
color of that Eur.ken face, the long pauses to

g<_ther fresh strength for the sharp, inci-ln
phraaaa that rting almost like a lash, tha
s-vaying body that twletl and gnsps for
breath and finally falls limp and ec-iausted
to the ground is it not -. ¦¦*' 'hat
surrrcme. agony through which Russia herself
la paaaingf "1 have come to make my
supreme a; -use I am at the er.d ef
my strength." 1 the er.orrr.ou_ erowd In
the Opera Hou in Moscow in June knOWg
thnt it i. true, foall that it is I.-.-r-'.a h.erse f
who is talking to them. One man whlspe i

to another, "He has only or.o k:-i: ..;.." and
admiration gwells for this man wha _¦ f_e«d
Wlth the herculean task of larrylag 'r.roujh
a revolu'ion and a worli-war et thi sitae

time, ar.d -who ln a weatiy whai \t
eonapleaooily lacking can, in tpitt .' st-

tertd health, work ninetecn hours ll thi
tweaty-foer*

Not the First Grieg Bust in
America After All
COUPLE of weeks ago The Rc\iew
contained the photogruph of a :.cw

portrait bust of Grieg, reeeatly set up in
Seattle, and pub'.i-hed v. ith it the
mation. based upon an article in "The
Seattle Poet-Iatelligeneer," that thli aai

the first bronze portrait of Grieg to be

plaeed in America. A letter fron; aft.
Henry Keppel, a reeideat of Brookiyn, hai

just been received, which states that the
bust has predecei_-r_. He wntes:

"In the beautiful flowr garden of Prospect
Park, Brooklyn, amor.g cth. r great comixi.era,
you will find a bror._e beat of Gr.cg, ¦.._!.

ingly similar to tho picture you present."

A

The First-Hand Story of a Spectacular Zeppelin Raid Over Paris
Tho French In one day last week brought down flve Zeppelins.
To bag a Zeppelin from an airplane, so the formula goes in

Allied air clrcles, one should attack from above. So, armed with

a new one-pounder and a machine gun, two Allied airmen, upon

receipt of news that Zeppelins are abroad, guess that Paris Is

their goal, and in the early darkness swlftly wlng their way
south. What follows Is thus told by Laurence La Tourette

Drlggs In "The Outlook".

*W*iJ te VYKRF. fully aware ot crar po~-

\/\/ tion relativo to certain signal
* light* below. An occasiona! flare

would light up tho gleaming Oise flow-
ing south along cur left Frequent sparks
af lights Ppcd under us. These were the
tiny red liphta nn the t:p* of Trench air-
planes' wings to wrirn their followers
againat the danger of collision. Our
searchlights about Marly were contlnu-
ously searching the heavens. Not a eound
from outside reaehed our enrs through
tho roanng of our engine.

Suddenly we notlced the white beazna of
light ahead of us cense their wanderinga

g_r.nd concentrate steadily to the westward.

¦Jlnstnntly appeared unfolding wreatha of
0r r-rnnke and fog almost ye'low in color as

the intenf-e li_*ht penetrated and crossed
these bursts ef shrapnel. The enemy had
been discovered!
A acnre of aearchllghtji directed their

pcinting ftngers to the one common tar-
} pet. Twoscore airplanes gatherai from
tbe adjacent heavens around the ailent
jnonster below ua. Sweeping in wide cir¬
cle* flt eight thousand feet, we Judged the
Zep to be no more than three or four
thousand feet above tbe enrth. Kager to

tako a hand in this business myself, I
pushed over my joystick a bit and nosed
the machine down. I'hilip quickly pulled
her back again and waved hia hand over

hia head for me to desist. Disappointed,
but eonfident that my captain had aome

better plan ln his mind, 1 aurrendered the
control to him and again watched the pro-
coedinga below.
The whole rT.enngcrle wa* moving

Bteadily nnd fuiftly southward. Zeppe¬
lins, aaarehlighl :ng shells, ar.d
darting alrplanafl were ke*eping pace to¬

gether, rod by ro.!. Our airplanes were

above the enemy and circllng wido to avoid
th* gunflxa from our flnti-aircraft bat-

teries. Suddenly a signa! light burst out
from one of the airplanes, and the firing
ceased. Simultaneously, like angry wasps,
the flock of buzzing 'planes darted down
upon their prey.
The forward motion of the airship

slaekened. We could afe her in the beams
of light quickly stand on end, with her
nose pointing upward at a sharp angle.
Almost at the instant our airplanes
reaehed her ahe shot direetly up and
through them, rising with incredible
awiftness. Rapid flashes of fire sparkled
from our airplanes' guna, but the sudden
Jump of the huge monater had obviously
dlsconcerted them. The aearchlighta lost
her, wandered again in every direction,
and finally picked her up again a mile
east

The Zeppelin Discharged a

Signal Rocket
We ourselves had been able to follow

the mancouvrea of the enemy craft from
the moment she shot out of the encircling
shafts of light. We had oboervod, how¬
ever, a pigniflcant aignal which might well
have escaped the attention of both the
volplaning pilots and the land forces be¬
low. The Zeppelin had let off a ro.ket
which lit up the heavens in our vicinity
with its floating blue balls of incandescent
light. She was undoubtedly sending up
a signal to her sister ship that now was

the tlmi to dive across this exposed area

while wo were all engaged on the present
Job.
But which way would the second Zep

steer her cnurse? Would she keep to the
left or would she cross the river and be

y en her way around OUT other e::d?
Obvi >'i.*'.y. lhe will not enter another MC*

tor where all the defeoOM are on the
alert, but she will skirt the edge of this
confuiion et thi opportuna moment and

work her way to the rear of our sector

well behind our eentre. Then she will
have safe going until she reaches the
fortifications about Paris itself.
These reflections occupied me only an

instant. The self-appreciation that came

to me when I realized that Captain Pieron
had arrived at the same conclusion occu-

pied me the balance of the night Phil
had headed our alow-going Tnia direetly
away from the trenches and was hooting
steeply down to a lower level.

Blacknesa Unbroken by
a Single Light

On, on, we flew. Several times I
thought the encircling searchlights below
were on the edge of Paris, but we passe.l
them by without hesitation. At last, when
we did begin a long sweep to the right,
I could not believe we were over the city.
The blackness below was not broken by a

single spark of light.
We had beaten the enemy to her ob-

jective point and must await the move-

ments of the searchlight operators to in¬
dicate the exact place to strike. We had
been picked up and followed by these a'.ert
operators most of our way in. Our sig-
nals satisfied them as to our identity and
we were soon cruising about the aerial
harbor of Paris, mingling our warning
lights with those of countless other de-
fenders.ships that pass in the night!
Truly, no equal mystery and concern at-

tach to the passing craft on the sea.

Like restle.s fireflies skimming, the de-
fending 'planes crossed and recrossed the
threshold to Paris at every elevation from
one thou. and to fifteen thousand feet.
As it is of no use to .train one's eyes

against the blackness of the midnight sky.
the air scout plies his craft in and out

among hi9 fellows, with one eye out for
collisions and the other eye following the
movements of the searchlights below. As
soon as anything hostile is discerned. the
inquirir.g beams of light begin to approaeh
it from every angle. Soon the enemy is in
a focus of light which blinds its eye.-. and
reveals its smaliest movement to the
iweeping Koati above.
Coming iteadily along, we now l.eheld

the sister ship, the cyaoeare ef every fo*
eoieed light, aeeonpanied by the u«ua!
spray of bursting shells; moving at her

utmost _peed, ahe was still baffllng the
range-flnders and gunnera of the French
batteries below. The pur6uing airplanafl
swung about her at a safe distance over-

head. With marvelloua agility, the b:g
balloon dodged and dived her way across

the danger zone covered by our land guns.
In tho gondolas, swung close below the
keel of the ship, we could aee the German
gunnera standing by their pieces. On
the backbone of the monster, amidships,
araa the upper gun platform with a rapid-
fire machine gun mounted on an anti-
aircraft pedestal. At intervals, several of
our circling battleplancs swooped down at
the Zeppelin together, pouring ln volleys
from their .mail guns as they approached
As they passed under the Zeppelin, the
airplanes ceased firing and braved the
danger of tho exploding shells as well as

the German fire from the gondolas, while
they again climbed in epiral leaps to their
upper berth.

Airplane rocJceta were fired upward by
some of our pilots, but none of them
struck their target. Bomb after bomb
was dropped from above, and they could
bo discerr.ed bursting into tlame as they
struck the ground after grazing the sleek-
sided enemy.

H e Wanted Only One Good
Shot at the F.nemy

I'hilip had been rteadily pushing up¬
ward since tho appearance of the strag-
gling intruder. Our .low going machine
was no climher. One chance at the enemy
with our heavy gun was all we could
expect. Once we had launched our attack
ar.d passed under thr Huns we should
never have an opportunity to climb above
them again. They were moving almost
as fast as we were.

Again we were at eight thousand feet.
Our darting airplanes below were annoy-
ing the raider io persistently that her
crew had no time for seleeting choice
buildings of Paris for their bombs. Again
the Germans resorted to their ruse for
shakir.g of? the airplnr.es, nnd we saw her
ihooting up out of their tnidst.

"¦j liek, befora tha
her!'' l&outad I'hilip through h:> speaking
tube.
Banking steeply over to the right, I

cut off the apark and swing back in s

long spiral to the rear. Cutting off an- So thick ia tho drifting smoke that the
other switch, I extinguish our wing-tip powerful beams of light are dissipated and
lighta. In the sudden silence of our dead- broken.
er.ed engine I can hear the continuons Oh, wretched luck! We have lost her!
booming of the artillery and the constant The Zeppelin is nowhere to be seen.

explosion of shrapnel bur_.ing around us. Somewhere hidden in those blinding

The Death of a Zeppelin

clouds our prey that we have so long
been stalking is rising to meet us. But
have we passed her? It wi'.l be pure 1 ich
if we ever see her again.
Caatkmely I begin to flatton out our

path again, when suddenly I sho it a'.oud
for joy. Aboal of us and below then
darts a sweet, clear light Otttel li thi pail
of smoke. The star-shell hursts end t iM
away. Levelled out under tha g are thi
Zeppelin is pursuir.g her solitary .

Captain Philip waves both arms over

his head, and I relin.quish to hin thg con¬

trol of the machine. Accaraulati g addi¬
tional speed as WO r

the Parman ine | repeiej
for action. I draw out mj <
my b!ou--e ar.d leize the la H
overhead. Philip leaai forward, lightiBf
through the laa tel leope Um Maa
mass ahead.

Vanishing With ¦ Roar That Stum
.Then a Red Glare

Fifty yards away we both begin firing.
The quick pcm-pom of our heavy gun
itartlei mc. The mtat atetomi I rccou

jars our machine. In tl eat of
the moment I f . ta* a°*

yard and my light ¦.

until th" magazine ted.
For ¦ woi dei ful thing peoam

As we ro ii uadi r tho itern ef the *****
ster craft she luddealy vaaiahei '-.ith a

roar that itttlll nie. Our machine ti
hurled like a feather lidewiae and ¦: ***h
Our territic speed and the itanchm ¦
cur heavy plaiMM save us from thc coTO*

mon diaintegratioo. A n '-z***
up the . i- of
feet into the itare. Ae .%
ddbrii are ti. al YB

around us. Down through the eentre «

this field of tlames a glow ir.g tOMOt tt
twiated metal is ilippiag, rotatiag m I
increases its velocity. A millieo cuba
feet of gas has explodod!

* . .

"Lieutenant A'lair," said Colonel Ha*
main the n.vt morning, eyiag mo with
his iterneit air, "you are report ...**

Captain Pieron I ,- \\ax

Departmeat in Paria. The citigeai at
Paris do not like burnir g OB **~

tered over their houses at night, and I
believe they have something to say .
you about it"


